The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Mayonebepardond and retaineth offence? 

Jn the corrupted currents ofthis world. 

Offences giulded hand may fhowe by iuflice. 

And oft tis feene the wick ed prize it felfe 
Buyes out the lawe , but tis not fo aboue, 

There is no ftmfling, there the aftion lies 
In his true nature, and we our felues compeld 
Euen to the teeth and forhead of our faults 
To giue in euidence, what then, whatrefls, 

Try what repentance can, what can it nor. 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched date, 6 bofome blacke as death, 

0 limed foule, that ftruggling to be free, 

Art more ingaged 5 helpe Angels make allay, 

Bowe ftubborne knees, and hart with firings of fteale. 

Be foft as finnewes of the new borne babe, 

All may be well. 

' 1 ‘ ' - • * • 

Enter Wmlct. 

Hun. Now might I doe it, but no w a is a praying, 

And nowI!edoo’t,and fo a goes to heauen, 

And fo am I reuendge, that would befcand 
A villaine kills my father, and for that, 

1 hss foie fonne, doe this fame villaine fend 
To heauen. 

Why, this isbafe and filly, not reuendge, 

A tooke my father grofiy full of bread, 

Withall his crimes braod blowne, as flufii as May, 

And how his audit ftands who knowes faue heauen, 

Butin our circumftance and courfe of thought, 

Tisheauy with him :and am I thenreuendged 
To take him in the purging of his foule, 

Wheu he is fit and feafona for his pafiage ? ’ 

No. 

Vp fword, and knowe thou a more-horrid heut,. 

When he is drunke, a fleepe, or in his rage, 

Qr in th’inceftious pleafureof his bed, 

At game a (wearing, or about fome aft 
That has no relilh of faluation in't*. 
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Then trip him that his heels may kick at heauen. 

And that his foule may be as dampd and black 

A shell whereto it goes 5 my mother ftaies, 

Thispbifick but prolongs thy fickly daies. » 

T S. Mv words fly v P , my thoughts remame belowe 
Words without thoughts neuer to heauen goe. 


Exit. 


Enter Gcrtrard andfolonius. 

5>j /. A will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him, 

Tell him his pranckshauebeene too braod to beare with, 

And thatyour grace hath fcrcend and flood betweene 
Much heate and him, He filence me euen heere, 

Pray you be round. 


Enter Hamlet. 

Gir. lie wait you, feare me nor, 

With-drawe, I heare him comming. 

Hm. Now mother, what’s the matter ? 

Ger. Hamlet, thou haft thy father much offended. 
jjam. Mother, you haue my father much offended. 

Ger. Come, come, you anfwere with . an idle tongue. 

Ham. Goe, goe, you queftionwitha wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet? 

Ham. What’s the matter now ? 

Ger. Haue you forgot me? 

Ham. No by the rood not fo. 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not fo, you are my mother. 

Ger. Nay, then lie fetthofe to you that can ipeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fityoudownc,youfhallnotboud 
You goe not till I fee you vp a glade 
Where you may fee the moft part of you. 

* Ger. What wilt thou doe, thou wilt not murther me, 
.Helpe how. 

fo!. What how helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Duckat, dead. 
foL Olamflaine. 

Ger. O me, what haft thou done? 

Haw. Nay I knowe not, is it the King? 



